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A PREFACE—Maun I gie ane here ? 
Weel, gin I maun, lang be it not; 

But when ilk man his pamphlet writes, 
Let it be kent that I hae wrote. 

I've nought to brag o', nor do mean 

2 Self-condemnation, na! not I, 

The Public hath the right to judge, 

An' on her candour I rely. 
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Awa wi' a' vain flatt'ring ſpeeches, : 
Not honeſt men, but rogues that fleeches. | 
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BUT TER'D SLICE. 


| TEEL dune, auld bitter beard ! ha, ha! _.. 
Ye've gien Tam Smith an awfu fa; 


He'll ſurely hae a brazen front, 


Gin he can ſtand this dreadfu' brunt. 
But tak yer foot an' keep him down, 
Vile filthie ſcoufge o our Gude Town, 
Wha lous'd the pock-mouth to the Cat, 


An' took the lid frae aff the pat. 
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II. 


The lid being aff, the broth did ſmell, 


Whilk did to a' the world ſoon tell 
What was ſae nicely ſott'ring there: 
Fat chucks, an' ducks, an a' thing rair. 


The 


| : 6 ) Fi 
The amry, too, he a' expos'd, 

An' a' the ſecret things diſclos'd, 

(Tin now kent only to yerſels), 
Is open'd up by Tamie's ſpells. 


III. WVG 

But wha will heed his unco tale? 
Your abler ſtory, like a flall ,. 
Has thraſh'd it fair, baith back an” fide, | 
An' blemiſh'd a' its ſmooth'd up hide. 
Ye've driv'n his ſtatements in his face, 
An' wi' yer ain ſupply'd their place; 
Whilk, tho' fic truths they canna brag; 
Will Cat again ſafe lodge in bag. 5 8 Z 


What bus'neſs has the vulgar rabble 5 
To ken what's done on Co ci Table? 
Or whether they keep books ava? | 
Or books be free frae ſtain or flaw? 

What ſignifies the debts increaſing ? 

It's no on individuals preſſing. | 

The wheels are ay kept tight an' greaſy ; 

An Counſellors ride faft an eafy, _ 
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5 we ot 
But it beds me to e 7 
How ſome folk has ſic great KO 4 | 1 
O'er a' their paſſions ! that fint hate qo 1 


Will ruffle them, or gar them fret. 
Tam's manner, we maun a' confeſs, 
Looks ſomething like genteel addreſs, 
Ay calm—he freely tells his tale: _ 
An' ay the Gentleman prevail. 


VI. | | 

Now, you hae ſcorn'd this ſtyle o' his, 

An' like a lighted ſquib ye bizz : 

Amang his legs ye ſhake yer fire, 

To gar him claſh down i' the mire. 

But toots—wha cares how ye ſerve Tam, 
Wha did ſae impudently cram © 
His head, frac muſty auld caſh-books, 

To find out a the linkin jouks? 


> i 
Wi' ſpirit you hae blatter d out, 
That there was nane had ony doubt, 
That ſome intended Coungs' lers were, 


Frae mang that crew, that tither year 
Had 
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Had gather d, for to ding —W 
The King's adviſers, ane and. 
For ought ye ken'd, the elk lame meetin 

Might mean to den che laws o Britin. 


Ye gae M*Leod a pauky trim. 
Quoth you, © Fen fic a man as him 

Did bluſh to be amang ſic folk.“ 4: 
Sic man! fic folk! hech, what a firoke ! g 
What gin M*Leod ſhould tak 1 it ill, 
An' offer you a leaden pi: 

Whether wad you accept the doſe, „ 
Or your great ſtring o honours loſe? 
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I'm 7 ye d ſtand till the laſt & drop; 
Yer naea trembling cow'rdly chap. | 
Tho youu braw Tann wants yer name, - 

It was na for the dread o ſhame. | 

Ye only meant to gie't mair weight, 

As it had Tamie Smith to feght. 

It ſeems twill anſwer your intent ; 

But Tam, hos 4 0, will ne er repent. 0 
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' Whan a' is dune ye hae to fay, 
Ye calm yerſel without delay; 
And, like 4 boſom- friend ye riſe, 
Sweet kindneſs glitt'ring in yer eyes. 
Ye warmly tell the calculator, 

Whar' flows a charming healing water, 
Adapted his diſeaſe to cure, 

An' frae French noxious wines to ſcour. 


| Xl. 
Wha &er ye be, yer pen is bright; 
We ſee its merit at firſt ſight. 
Yer ink is 1 10 an' white yer paper; | 
An' you ne'er faſh'd to uſe the ſcraper. 
Nor did you ever need to blot it; 
The write remain'd as you firſt wrote it : 
An' will remain, while round the ſun 


The earth her diurnal courſe ſhall run 


1 
The thanks o' honeſt men receive © 
Yer braver far than a? the laive 
O' preſent Bailies, yea, or auld, 
Frae in or out the Council fauld. 


For 
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WAE FU TALE; 
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THE LABOU RING MAN 'S ADDRESS 
. 5 SE To | | 
THE LORD PROVOST O ENBRO, 
— 1 © "eo | | 

AI So ir qt 


ACCOUNT. O' THE PRESENT DEARTH 
O THE MEAL AN” BREAD. 


Y UID Maſter Provoſt, high | in ſtation, 
Will you attend to an oration, 

By a poor auld, half- worn out man, 

Which he juſt means to gie aff han' ; 

Wha has na had a college learnin', 

His father ay hae'n fic ſma' earnin', 

But wha has ſtudied Nature's ſchool, _ 
An' thinks himſel nae downright fool. 


Ver humble ſervant to command, 
As poor a man's in a' the land. 
„ IN 
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In waefu' tate T fa x my rien „ 

Wi hallow cheek, an' halloween; 

Quoth he, © The times are alter'd, Jol | 

An' ſhook his head, an' gae a groan ; 

Nor was he able mair to ſpeak— 

I thought I'd hae him ſoon to ſtreek; 

He turn'd as white's a weeſhin clout, — 

I cry'd for Ber an Wand about, 

In hopes ſome ſtoup, wi' water neat; 

But ſtoup, nor water did appear. 

I look d upo' my frien' an' grat, | 

An' wi my tears his temples wat 

Again he breath'd, an' grew himſel', 

I took his han', and bad him tell 

What pat him in ſae fad a plight, 

1 85 I, l ſe wy to put ye right. 


His ha f ſteck'd een ane to glimmer, 
He look'd about for a' his en 35 
His ſtools, an” chairs, an” draw' 1985 an' ben. 

"0, 7H - 
An' ſhook again his rev read bad head; 3 
Quoth he, Alas! my ſticks are gane, 

An' naithing but bare wa s remain. nn: * 

My wife there — ance ſae like a lady, 

Wi' downright want's now Gat, "£45 
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ler —_ that ance was red an' ie | 

Is now—a' runk' d, thin, and foſy; 

Her nas which were e fac Fan an' ſmooth | 
ance, 

The very confine Hai b. become ſince. 

I mind when our meal-barrel was fu' ! 

But that is lang '—lang ſince, I true; 

It's lang ſince there was naithing in * 

The barrel itſel', I b'lieve is brunt; 

I canna' ſhaw ae thing that's left, 

Save that auld knife, without a heft, 

Which ablins may ſtan' me in ſtead, 

Gin I can get nae meal nor bread ! 

I cuiſt a look upo' his wife then, 

Wha ſtar' d wi' ſorrow on the knife then; 

The tears ran doun her hallow cheek, . | | 

"Ou: choak d her T whan ſhe wad TOO 


O! Honor d! Sir, had ye been {tte 
An' ſeen ſic marks o' wan deſpair ; ; 
Ye ſurely had been touch'd wi' pity, 
An', like the Head oa Great City; 
Determin'd then to learn the cauſe | 
O' fic infringement on the laws 
That Nature teaches ilka man, 

Sayn Help yer nei'bour as ye can. 
5 ' I'm 
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I'm nae a bragger, . 

But I ſhall tell yer Honour what 
I faid to this poor ſtarvin pair: 
* hae but little meal 5 7 
But o that little ye may ſhare, . 
Till Providence yer wants ſupply, 
Wha fits on Mercy's throne on MPS 
Mean time, I'll repreſent yer ale 

VUnto the Provoſt o' this place; 

An' wha kens, or the tale be agg 11 
How he may gar ye change yer tune,” 0 00 
Tm nae weel vers'd in politics,, © — 
But I've been tell'd o hidden tricks; 
They ſay corn-dealers hoard the grain, 

Till mair convenient time for gain. 15 

But ye, being better vers d than me, 
Will clearer through the myſt ry ſee; ; 
But I fl all leave it wi yerſel', 

In hopes yer Honour ſoon will ſmell 
Out the black cauſe o a ee 
That famiſhes an claws the earth; 

Ver humble ſervant then will r, a 
For bleſſings on ye ev'ry. day. 3 
The poor man's bleſſing ne er deſpiſe, 


Kin prap' for roy. ny mech. the lie 
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